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AI power fo the 


Millennium Bug! 


Dear Comrades, . 

I was greatly disturbed by the recent memo which leaked its way from a 
Whitehall photocopier to my desk ( by way of the agent I will refer to only as 
Millicent Fnooker). This foul note from the Millennium Commission confirmed my 
darkly cherished fear that that putrid body has been deeply penetrated by ETA 
(Empirical Truth Association) operatives and that Peter Mandelson is, in reality, but 
another aspect of Rex Mundy. 

kkk 
The communique puts forward two possible uses for the Millennium Dome. 
The first proposal is to use it as a vast cryogenic hibernating centre in which the 
elderly can safely over-winter without becoming a burden on the National Health 
Service. The technology now exists to slow the human metabolism right down and 
to circulate a thin mixture of blood and anti-freeze around the body by means of 
vacuum pumps on each limb. The human hamsters will be placed in hermetically 
sealed pods and stacked six high inside the Dome which will be supercooled by 
liquid nitrogen. Once a month the slumber-bound old dears will be brought into a 
semi-waking state just long enough for waste products to be voided, food 
concentrates to be administered and nicotine patches to be exchanged. (For a more 
detailed exposition of this new hibernation technology see Nature, 1998, 391:749 ) 
This project will be financed by eliminating the state pension, and all cold weather 
payments, in order that Tory spending plans up to the year 2912 are not breached. 

x kk 
A second proposal is to use the Dome to host gigantic 30th birthday parties as a treat 
for the unemployed, the disabled, lone parents and bolshy mature students. At these 
splendid gatherings, loosely based on Masonic ritual, the guests will be plied with 
copious amounts of lager, liberally laced with hydrogen. After four or five pints the 
merry-maker will begin to feel more than a little light-headed and, indeed, will 
begin to float up towards the roof of the Dome. At this point specially trained ETA 
operatives will open fire with semiautomatic weapons turning each gaseous glider 
into a miniature super-nova. 
To add atmosphere to these solemn occasions a sci-fi set will be specially 


commissioned from the team which created 'Ice Warriors’. 
$k 
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For more of the similar, in a variety of fonts, 
send us stamps, weird epistles or nice things 
for our voracious archives. 
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The 
Unthinkable 
remains 
Unthinkable 
only so long 
as we keep 
our rulers 
too 
afraid to 
think 
it. 


Rax the 
Destroyer~ 


ETA 
Operative? 


After the Great Millennial Techno-Crash, | 
stiltwalking becomes popular, once more, 
as a mode of transport for proletarians. 


Introduction by Astrid G (©) at Q ve st . 
As a kleines Madchen at the knee TA Pe ee, Le eae 
of my father, Jurgen, I learned The sound of bugles disturbed my fishing trip and | felt 
many phantastical tales of the compelled to answer their call. | set forth immediately, on 
Children of the Ignorant Goat. foot, following a trail of brad crumbs which seemed to come 
They were my bogey-man yet I from nowhere. The first leg of the journey was, by far , the 
always felt a peculiar kinship worst as | had to endure a stomach churning ferry trip to the 
Wowrdethem: i would etenak mainland. After that | made good progress on the dusty 
father if they were ‘real’, if he had grey tracks which lead to Carlisle. At the railway 
seen them but his enigmatic smile station welcoming hands tugged at my clothing 
gave nothing away. With his and begged me to enter this carriage or that carriage. 
passing I thought I would hear no But | made my own free choice and it was the right one as | 
mere. spent the rest of the journey in the illustrious company of a 
That was until a few days ago very large blue-bottle, who remained cowled so as not to 
when an internet search using our alarm the faint-hearted with his lurid compound eyes and 
Great Paradox Engine belched breath of camphor, a lovely lady called Aspic Punter who 
fortast called Disinformation smiled at me and poured ointment upon my feet and a 
Network’ complete with a scarecrow called Henri Cheese who chainsmoked and sang 
chronicle of the Children. rugby songs for the whole journey. 
Uncle Henri’s jaded, slate-grey Once we had arrived at our destination, somewhere north of Loch Ness, the mood of my 
eyes exploded with lustre as he companions shifted. They were cold towards me and would not let me share the wooden 
read the semtex screen-text. comforts of their log-cabins and they made me fetch water for their cocktails and dig a pit for their 
He hugged me, but not ablutions. “Dave,” they said, “you are a slimy, Welsh git.” 
improperly, and declared “We | was greatly disappointed with my so-called friends, especially when | had to sleep almost naked 
must mount an expedition at in a rancid ditch. | slept very little of course and at around midnight something prompted me to 
once- M’Fouz, have you seen my wander. 
best brolly?” | found myself in a dense wood and then | came upon a clearing. There was a great bonfire 
eeen around which a dozen figures were leaping and cavorting to the sound of bongos and bagpipes. 
Many stout folk accompanied us They were no more than four feet tall and each wore a mask or helmet made of fur with small 
on our journey. Some of their horns protruding. 
tales are recounted here. Other | was afraid and so kept my distance but one of the pygmies saw me and dragged me into their 
submissions are eagerly sought. circle. | was held down and forced to take a deep draught from a wineskin. 
My head exploded in psychedelic swirls and eastern motifs as | was swept along on a shamanic 
journey of discovery during which | was initiated into all the rites and secrets of the Children of 
Ignorant Goat. Many tales and songs were placed in my head 
which | have not yet had time to decode or consider. 
M’fouz found my brolly and deerstalker and helped me As well as a spiritual journey, this proved to be a sexual 
button on my cape and we set off to catch a train in high awakening, too, as | was coaxed into many couplings and 
dudgeon. triplings with this tribe of lithe writhers. i , 
‘ ; 3 , , After what seemed like an eternity | awoke in my ditch. | felt 
Our party established itself in a wide and dusty carriage, our fresh and fully alive; my mind had been thoroughly swept 
luggage filling the aisle. clean. | did not tell the others of my adventure. | let them 


The iron beast lurched forward with a roar, belching continue to believe that | was just fat, devious Dave, not Dave 
smoke and fury from every pore as the fireman shovelled his the Shaman, most favoured Goat friend and Keeper of the 
anthracite into Moloch’s churning maw. Secret Texts. | was and remain a paragon of tight-lippedness. 

We hydrated deeply to pass the time. | sipped Dave from Anglesey s 
sedately from my hip-flask of claret and my can of Special | eventually comered the young filly in a thicket. | say ‘filly’ but perhaps 
Brew whilst Oberon perturbed certain other passengers with _/ should be ‘kid’ or ‘nanny’. Anyway, she turned and looked at me with 
his nasal siphoning skills. een. se beets pay? sh She pied my INIA Pehee She 

; ; : l was on heat, hot-to-trot, and I was as homy as...well... a mountain 
l Six hours of furrow and field, cuttings, dwellings and goat. Y 
sheep-inhabited desolation. But we got there. I spun her around, swished her tail out of the way and buried my 

It’s darn cold in Scotland. hands in the soft down of her slender haunches. With a single heave | 
By day we scour the hills and scrubs for Goat-Child signs. By entered the pink quintessence of her pouting apex. And | rode her with 
night we camp beneath the stars; reciting poetry, singing wild abandon. For a while we two were one, bleating and moaning our 
songs and generally resting on our past laurels. primitive harmonies of lust. She played her part well, caprine to the 


last and even when l cried out ‘Rosie’ with the last spurt of my ecstasy 
she did not flinch. 'Maaaa!' was her considered reply. 
We lay together for a while bathed in the lubricious glow of orgone, 


On the third day, Guido found a sign and Oberon 
found a distillery. 


The latter offered great comfort and succour, the former a panting, and she licked up the steaming spilth of our love-making 

ray of hope. from the grass. | tumed her face to mine, kissed her hairy nose and 
Our brains suitably mashed we inspected the rune, asked the question which had been buming on my lips. ‘Will you 

which was carved into an ancient bridge: take me to your kin? | must consult your shaman on a matter 


5 ; of utmost urgency,'! beseeched 
It was accompanied by wool, or hair, and I told B aa of the 
clinging to a barbed-wire fence. / | N sorry tale of my lover, Rosie, 


We forced the belief that the symbol represented a marooned for decades in a pickle 
horny goat. A three legged goat, no less- ignorant of the jar and my endless quest for her 
usual quadruped nature of its strain. restoration. The goaty eyes narrowed 

We rejoiced at this potential resolution of our quest. 274, with is gnmace a i 

| was greatly fatigued, my nerves strung out and AIE ek iw town raids 7 
skewered, impaled on the need of a cool cigarette. and was gone... Oberon 
We caught the next, slick Intercity diesel home. d 

HfBj http://moebius.psy.ed.ac.uk/~skizoo/ 
disinformation/history.htm 


FIELD OF VISION 


Maybe it was the over-ripe camembert, or perhaps last 
nights unmeasured freddling session, I don't know, but this dream 
hit me, scarred me, with its lysergic clarity. 

I was standing, naked, in a field of corn- enveloped in a gentle 
omnidirectional breeze. But not cold. 

Then a huge down sweep of air blasted me from my feet. 
I came to to find my self in the shadow of a great gleaming 
jewelled egg, multi-faceted like a compound eye. 


As I cowered in fear a telescopic mast glid noiselessy from the top. 


This metallic stem blossomed and showed four conical speakers as 
orchid heads. With a hiss and a crackle of static the megaphones 
began to intone a rhythmic epistle. 
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_ One voice, panning from speaker to speaker to speaker to 
speaker in an eerie rush of doppler. Surround sound and round and 
round it lulled me forth and dragged me down. 

Three times this throbbing cant: 
We come from a world far removed from this sphere you call the Earth 
Where, we trace,under ancient skies, 
Our fore-fathers had their birth. 
Now we have returned and see, 
Despite your pallid tone of skin 
And your hair which grows so thin and covers but your head, 
You are our kin. 
Our genes will mingle once again and recreate that strain of men 
Who ventured forth in eons past 
To hunt amongst the stars 
And were lost, 
We are the proud and mighty and last 
Sons and daughters of a race swallowed whole by icy space. 
And we are home... 


And then I swooned within the dream to awake suddenly 
in my own dimension and my own bed. I felt strangely drained and 
light of head for a while. An aching subsisted in my joints but only 
for a few hours. I feel O.K. now but I will get the doc to check me 
out anyway. 

ATM 


KNIFE 


Some days pass smoothly, 

Some sting. 

Some wrap you up in clouds of grey 
Muffle 

And some find the quiet space 
(=time) 

To sing. 

I like to wait as each unfolds 

And make my choices; 
Hiding behind 

Others of my kind. 
Safety in numbers 
Usually 

Four, 

(Less than the fingers which 
Hold 

The knife.) 

Incise; excise; incise; excise; the knife. 


Guido Punctilliste 


The Stringer 
by Belladonna Mistral 
The Stringer was an outsider. | 

It had to be that way. 
We were the gestalt entity, Five friends in rhythmic contradiction 
and pentatonic synchronicity. We functioned as organic matter, | 
grey matter, vibrant synapse. į 
He provided the spark which ignited our pressured fumes. | 
The prime-mover, yet also, on another plane, the channel, the 
piston box, a pineal gland at the interface of the stairway of | 
transcendence. He took us beyond the dualism imposed by | 
Our Condition. | 
His simple presence filled the Making Room with magnetic 
animal vapours. | 
He provided sequences and rounds of uncentred questions which | 
he goaded us to answer. He forced us to be inspired, to be moved | 
and to be infused with a flame which made us shake. | 
He made the rules, bent the rules and precluded any petty | 
infringements of the rules; his complex codex of amorality and į 
layered meaning. | 
And through this totalitarian bending, submerging of Five to One | 
will, he taught us. ] 
| Many things: to laugh, to enjoy, to flow, to sink, to hurt, to grieve, | 
to manipulate and control objects and emotions, to order our | 
minds as chaotic filing cabinets, Pandora's boxes, pyramids of | 
| dusty books, ivory towers in rapture to bindweed. | 
And when he departed, suddenly and finally, like the snap of | 
| elastic, he left us only a thick ledger, bound in suede, of autumnal į 
: colour. | 
Letters we could not remember writing, pictures we only half] 
recognised, verses we were unable to fathom and games we had | 
never played, whose purpose and mission escaped us. į 
Each page bore one or more of our signatures in ink of red or | 
aquamarine. 
Dry leaves blew from the pages. | 


"SCAPE 

The street heaves up 
In concrete blockade. 
Socialist Realism/ 
/Cuboid Gomorrah 
The archaic texture of 
Unbending metals/ 
/Granite indifference. 
Windows barred 
Opaque to our cries. 
Turning, 

You said: 

"One day, 

My son, 

All this will be yours." 
I said: 

"I am no son of yours." 


Continued from front 
Comrades fear not! 


The Red Republic will not allow these abominable spectacles to occur. We are 

already preparing to fight back against the impending third millennium. 

At the first stroke of midnight, December 31st 1999 A.D., the mighty Millennium 

Bug will be unleashed on the world, snarling and snapping its way through power 

cables, wrecking automobiles, computers and labour-saving devices. 

At that moment, which we call Techno-Crash, the defences of the Dome will falter 

and our highly trained Susie Derkins Special Commando will move into action. 

They will penetrate the Dome, entering the charnel house of the New Labourgeoisie 

to plant alchemagickally processed acorns at the heart of the beast. 

The seeds will sprout and grow at a fantastic rate, ripping the Dome from its 

foundations and propelling it upwards, a thousand feet towards the vault of the sky. 
There it will hover for centuries. 

A great umbrella of lubricious girth under the shade of which we will push forward 

the Great Parasolvite Proletarian Revolution in permanence. 
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MILLENNIUM MADNESS 


E 


M’Fouz 


MIND FODDER~ reviews by A.T.M. 


Turbulence 
These people do distribution. That means they send weird stuff to perfectly 
ordinary people like you. They have a vast, subterranean warehouse made 
of reinforced concrete and 4000 metres of clean, white plastic shelves. 

A small army of clones has been specially bred to mail out spacy spice from 
the AAA (including t-shirts!), 

unpopular books by Stewart Home and unpopular books by Unpopular 
Books, ex-Temple ov Psychick Youth gear and stacks of peculiar 'zines, 
CDs and vinyl. 

‘Turbulent Times' is their (sex) organ and with #7 it has moved up a few 
notches from being a slender newssheet to a stout 20 page mag, crammed 
with articles about interesting things, ace fiction, a devilishly tasty comic 
strip and an interview with someone called Terry who is said to be well 
known in those ‘circles’. 

We love it. Send 70p for a copy of TT and some stamps for loads of other 
paper based things. In this way you will achieve fulfilment. 

BM Box 3641, London WCIN 3XX 


The Silent War 
It is hard to review this little magazine because it is so eclectic. It broadly 
covers the murky swamp of conspiracy theory and sucks in contributions 
from Right, Left and Right Weird. (Unfortunately the lack of an editorial 
‘quality filter' means that the downright awful can get into print- #2 carried 
a dodgy, pseudonymous piece which alleged abortion to be ‘pure 
Satanism'.) Sift through the paranoia though and much of the stuff is quite 


Suck it and see. £1 from Future Noir, PO Box 524, Leicester, LE3 OZP. 
A new venture from the same people, ‘Asphalt Jungle’, is just out. Its a 
short-fiction sheet and also worth a look. 


Mr Pontifex 


2 good: thought-provoking articles from hypnosis to Freemasons to non- 
Harry Battershy Senior O lethal weapons, amusing graphics and a brilliant centre page cartoon strip in 
also known as. A #2. The reviews section is similarly wide-ranging and the letters page has 
Tristam ma A printed a couple of missives from our Parasolvite Cadres so that can't be 
ous iu = t it? 
Rex Mundy a | bad, can it? 
fo] 
oO 
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His face shifts to beguile the innocent. 

It's Propaganda by Deed 

l l time again, folks, as our 

iiai Anarchist Hero Danbert Nobacon 

pours a little ice-water over 

Champagne Ex-Socialist _ 
John Prescott at the | 

Brit Awards. / 


Empirical 
Truth 


Association 
are his mindless thralls. 


parasol hog 
semiautomatic aes 


